MODERN TRAVEL

was only the forest to look at, the yellow flood
with its flotsam, and the river ahead tumultuous
and gleaming in the rapids. The heat increased.
The silence was a heavy weight. One felt a little
fearful because so much forest made no sound
whatever, no more sound than if it had been a
dream, not a murmur nor the rustle of a leaf.
It was quite still, like an illusion of trees. We
might have made a ridiculous escape to the world's
end, and now were a little scared, not knowing
what to make of it.

The only movement was the tumult of the
cataracts, a glittering and flashing about a mass of
black rocks. But that gave no sense that water
was falling, but only that it was inclined, for its
pour never ended. Beyond those rapids there was
nothing ; only trees and the sun. Nobody had
ever been there. There was no reason why a
man should go. The summit of the cataracts,
where black triangles of waves above our heads
continually leaped but never seemed to descend,
was the edge of the world. While I was gazing
at that line of leaping waves, which stretched
between the high barriers of the forest, the figure
of a man appeared there. He poised for an instant
on the verge, in the centre of the line, against the
sky, arms stretched out as if in appeal, and then
vanished in the spray below.

" See that ? " exclaimed the Chief. He hurried
along to me. " See him ? That must have been
an Indian. Couldn't stop himself there. Can
you see him now ? "

We could not. We could see only the incline
of heaving water. We must have been mistaken,
and were beginning to argue about it when
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